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Summary 


That moment sticks in his mind after. Snivellus hanging upside down, frantic and distressed, 
Evans talking down to Prongs all high and mighty, James s contempt for the boy caught up in 
his magic, his desperation to impress Evans, and then— then the moment Moony steps in. 


That fateful day Remus Lupin stops things before Severus calls Lily a mudblood- and 
everything changes. 


Notes 


TRIGGER WARNING: For all kinds of infidelity, for mental health issues, for the 
consequences of child abuse, for insecurity and self esteem issues, for a bit of suicidal 
ideation, for mentions of bullying, for mentions of anti-werewolf prejudice, for consent 
issues related to alcohol consumption that could be construed as date rape, for an 
unsympathetic romantic partner, for jealousy, for verbal abuse during an argument- please let 
me know if I missed any real ones. 


Haha-- This is the fic I mentioned in my note on The Dark Sky, It didn't quite go how I 
expected. Sirius came out rather more sympathetic than I set out, but here we are. I'm 
contemplating a new part of Devotion from his POV- since the last part of Devotion, from 
James', seems to have gone down well. Thank you all so much for reading, and for any 
comments and kudos! Stay safe out there! 


AUTHOR'S NOTE OF UNFORTUNATE NECESSITY: J am a writer of problematic 
things. Iam aware that my writing and the ways my characters behave and think can be 
just that, problematic. I am not approaching it under any delusions. I am not pretending to 
be a moral authority, nor do I want to be. Objective, absolute morality is not my interest as 
a writer. I am not writing in a black and white world where the heroes are uncomplicated, 
always good, never flawed, perfect human beings with no bad qualities and no regrets. 
Regret is a major theme of mine. As is having to come to terms with the dark side of one’s 
own nature, or, sometimes, even making excuses and rationalising it. I do sometimes write 
stories where the bad guys win, and I do so fully knowing that is what I am doing, not 
concealing from myself or pretending they are good or their behaviour justified, but I try to 
make it clear when I do. I like to explore trauma and human psychology not an absolute, 
objective good and evil. If you don’t like that, or your thinking is so black and white you 
can’t comprehend it, please read no further. Neither this story nor any of my stories are 
for you. If you do chose to continue reading after this warning, and dislike what you find, 
you have no one to blame but yourself, so don't bother flaming me about it or else I will 
point out that fact. 


KKK 


That moment sticks in his mind after. Snivellus hanging upside down, frantic and distressed, 
Evans talking down to Prongs all high and mighty, James’s contempt for the boy caught up in 
his magic, his desperation to impress Evans, and then— then the moment Moony steps in. 


Remus has always been kind of quiet. He’s never been bossy, never instigated much, always 
a little exasperated by them— but so eager to be their friend, needing them so much he never 
really speaks up— never really spoke up. He does now. He has ever since that moment, wand 
in hand, when he made Prongs put Snivellus down and then ripped into them, called them 
bullies, cruel children, and threatened to have nothing to do with either of them anymore 
unless they grew the bloody hell up. 


All this while Evans was helping Sniv to right himself, and then chasing after him when he 
went storming off, no doubt in tears, because he couldn’t stand everyone staring at him 
making a spectacle of himself. Worse, Moony then went chasing after them. 


Worse even than that has been everything that’s happened since. Turns out that what does it 
for Evans isn’t good looks and good breeding, skill on the Quidditch field, a fucking fortune 
and title— but bloody principles. Or at least that’s what she snapped at Prongs when he went 
to confront her about why she was now dating Moony. 


They’re still together. They’re moving in together tomorrow. Merlin’s Beard it’s bloody 
offputting. 


He’s got a room above the Leaky Cauldron for the weekend, before he and Prongs are off to 
the country. School’s finished. He’s graduated. He actually did we//— even though part of 
him had wanted to throw it all away when everything went down with his Family. He’s— 
He’s been at loose ends all day. Prongs is off with his Mama, shopping, but he wasn’t invited. 
He’s not sulking. He’s not half expecting Prongs not to come back to him later. Why would 


he? Of course Prongs is coming back. No matter how unhappy Prongs is, he always comes 
back. 


Prongs has been a mopey bastard ever since Moony won Evans, of course, pining for her— 
and that’s— that’s upsetting for a variety of reasons. Most of them stupid. Hes stupid. Not 
long after Moony and Evans got together he managed to get his hands on a decent bottle of 
brandy and he and Prongs ended up the shack one nice, sunny day when Moony wasn’t using 
it, and, well, they drank the bottle of brandy, and Prongs was still moping, and one thing led 
to another and— It was supposed to be— he doesn’t know what it was supposed to be. There 
really isn’t a good excuse for wanking off your best friend and then using your handful of his 
spank to tug yourself off. Not really. 


He's always— He’s always been fond of James. Nothing can come of it, of course, or at least 
it couldn’t back when they were both heirs— Fuck. Bloody buggering hell, it’s a mess. It’s 
not like he can be James’ spouse— bloody Euphemia wouldn’t approve, if nothing else. 


There’s this little bit of him that had hoped that when he did that it would make the hunger in 
him stop. Sometimes he feels like a walking void. He wants attention, he wants to be held, he 
wants love, he wants all eyes on him, he wants admiration, he wants everything— and he 
wants it all most from Prongs— but even though the hunger quietened a bit it didn’t stop. He 
still wants. Even with Prongs doing the decent thing he still wants. He aches. 


He doesn’t know if they’re together. When James brings it up he shuts him down, he doesn’t 
even know why, he just feels so awkward, so exposed — and Prongs is still pining for bloody 
Evans— so— but they do— they do things together. Wank each other off. He’s given Prongs 
head— more often than he should admit— and a few times Prongs has given him head too. 
They’ve even— and he was drunk again when he brought it up— but they’ve even done that. 
He’d even let Prongs do that. Have him— he’d thought he’d enjoy it more. Having all of 
Prongs. All of James. All his attention. His spunk up inside— and it was ok, but it left him 
feeling empty in more ways than one. 


But school’s over now. They’re moving in together too; into some terrace house the Potters 
own. House mates is what they tell everyone, even though he knows they’ll be sharing a bed. 


Of course before then they’1l be spending some time at Hartsbridge Hall, James’ Family seat, 
and before then, tomorrow, they’!l be helping Moony and Evans move into the place they’ ve 
found for themselves, which sounds torturous, to be honest. James will be sulky by the end of 
it. Hell probably be— He doesn’t even know what. Because Snivellus is going to be there, of 
course he bloody is, and Snivellus brings out the best in absolutely no one. 


They’re all friends. Evans and Moony and Snivellus— it’s disgusting. 


It was an unfortunate side effect of that day by the lake. Once Snivellus was willing to talk to 
any of them again, which apparently took a couple of weeks, based on Evans’ wrath towards 
Prongs, all of a sudden Moony started hanging around with them as well as Evans. It’s 
continued on since then. Moony calls Snivellus Sev. Yuck. 


It drives both him and Prongs mad, of course it does, it would drive any decent human being 
up the wall. 


He did try to do something about it. Something stupid. Something he still feels horrible 
about. He was whining about it to Wormy one day and somehow got the brilliant idea that if 
Snivellus saw what Moony actually was then he wouldn’t be so willing to spend time with 
him, and things could go back to how they were, how they were supposed to be. The four of 
them, best friends. He hadn’t thought it through. Hadn’t thougth what could actually happen. 
He didn’t really believe Moony capable— 


He approached Snivellus about it when no one was looking, just making commentary about 
didn t he wonder where his friend snuck off to every now and then and he could tell him all 
about it and wouldn t it be nice to surprise Moony etc. etc.— and those dark eyes narrowed, 
and that strange, freaky face scrunched up on itself, and after a long, long time Snivellus had 
said, ‘What do you think would happen to Lupin if I followed your suggestion?’ and then, as 
it was occurring to him that if things went really, really wrong Snivellus might actually get 
hurt and then Moony would be blamed for it, the dark eyed boy had added, ‘/f you want to 
kill me, do it yourself, you bloody coward. Leave Lupin out of it.’ 


‘Are you going to tell him?’ he’d eventually found the words to ask. 


‘That you tried to use him as a lethal weapon? —’ then a long, nauseating pause as Snivellus 
contemplated the issue, ‘/t’// hurt him, so I won t— just don’t do it again.’ 


He doesn’t want to think Snivellus is a better man than he is— so most of the time he doesn’t 
let himself. Like he doesn’t let himself be grateful that the other didn’t do what he wanted— 
though he’s not so grateful to know that somehow Snivellus knows about Moony— but then 
Snivellus doesn’t seem inclined to tell anyone, so— 


So, yeah, Snivellus will be there, helping Evans and Moony, because the three are all but 
inseparable these days. 


He’ll try not to let his resentment of that fact colour his joy for Moony, though. Not his joy 
that Moony managed to somehow steal Prongs’ dream girl from him, but his joy that Moony 
is happy, seems safe, has managed to rent a place with a landlady that not only knows he is a 
werewolf, but is a werewolf herself. 


She’s an older lady, in her seventies, some embarrassment off one of the lesser Pureblood 
Families, the physical rigours of her condition meaning she’s now confined to the ground 
floor of the house her Family provided for her— along with a few other properties— to 
essentially buy her out of lineage and inheritance. She’s had the first floor of her house turned 
into a separate flat, which she habitually rents out to other werewolves in need of a place to 
stay, who have found themselves coming afoul of the Wizarding World’s prejudices regarding 
their condition. Moony and Evans have secured this flat, on Evans’ initiative, even though 
the two of them hardly have the money to rent such a place— what they do have, though, is 
both Evans and Snivellus and their capacity at Potions. 


The two of them have been apparently Apprenticed to a married pair of Potions Masters— 
some of the best in the country, or at least that’s what Moony says— and even if they hadn’t, 
their skills from school make them equal to the task of brewing what is apparently an 
unpleasantly tricky new potion that’s recently been developed for helping with Lycanthropy. 
Wolfsbane 1s what it’s called. While they can’t sell it without a license— which he’s sadly 


sure they’!l both have soon, in probably half the time it takes for most Potions Apprentices to 
earn one— they can still brew it and provide it for free to Evans’ landlady in exchange for an 
under the table discount on the rent. 


Maybe he should go downstairs and get drunk. Maybe he should find some girl to look at him 
like he’s the centre of her world— Some pretty girl with dark eyes and long dark hair— He 
wishes Prongs would look at him like that. Like he was important. It’s like all Prongs sees 
these days is Evans, the Evans he can’t have. 


Fuck, in some ways he misses school. He misses school before that day on the lake. When he 
felt like this he’d just go find Snivellus and torment him until he felt better. Those large, dark 
eyes never seemed to look past him like he was invisible. 


They Apparate to Moony’s new flat early, with the massive basket full of stuff Prongs came 
back with, a housewarming gift from his Mama, made mainly of food, but also containing 
new towels, a new block of knives, and a set of Le Creuset pots and pans in the traditional 
fiery orange enamel. It’s a bit embarrassing to bring, in that way giving a gift that he knows 
costs more than all the savings that have ever been in the recipient’s bank account is 
embarrassing. It’s not like Prongs was going to tell his Mama xo though. It’s not like he ’d 
ever tell Euphemia that. One just doesn t. 


Their intention is to drop off the stuff then go with Moony to his parents’ house and help cart 
his stuff back to the flat, while Evans and Snivellus deal with the things from hers. She 
doesn’t want either him or Prongs at her parents’ house. He’s surprised she’s loosened up 
enough to accept their presence at the new flat. If there's one thing he knows it’s that Evans 
does not like him— and even though he’! never tell Prongs this, he also knows she doesn’t 
like him either. 


Snivellus greets them. Snivellus doesn’t look like he meant to greet them, but the other is in 
the backyard, where the stairs up to Moony’s flat are, when they let themselves in, Prongs 
floating the obscenely large basket in front of him. 


The slender, dark form of him freezes, black eyes wide for a split second, before he becomes 
stern and expressionless. When they opened the gate the other seemed to be wandering 
around the dead, scraggly grass of the yard, peering at it in concentration, but now he just 
looks lost and uneasy. 


Snivellus is wearing black jeans and a dark green shirt, black boots on his feet. It’s all kind of 
faded and tatty, and doesn’t quite fit him right, looking like it was bought second hand, and 
made to fit a man whose waist isn’t so narrow it’s almost spannable by his own hands— but 
it’s clean. Snivellus is clean. His dark hair— which has grown halfway down his back over 
the years since he stopped cutting it in fifth year— is up in a loose knot at the nape of his 
neck, a few strands escaping to frame his severe face. 


‘What do you think, Sev?!’ he hears called down from up above. Evans. 
The man in question eyes them warily for a moment, before calling back, ‘If Ms. Askins is ok 


with it, then I agree. It’Il make a great growing garden— But we should talk about that later. 
Tell Lupin his friends are here!’ 


‘Shit!’ he hears her snap, then the sound of footsteps rushing on the wooden stairs up to the 
flat and Evans appears, rushing down towards them. When she gets down she goes and 
stands directly between them and Snivellus. ‘Potter. Black. Remus is upstairs.’ 


She’s also in jeans, though blue ones, and white blouse pushed up to the elbows. Her red hair 
is back in a plait, the way she seems to prefer it. She does not look friendly. 


‘Oh bugger!’ he hears then, also from up above, Moony. 


He feels it, the sharp sting of rejection. Both bloody Evans and bloody Moony are bloody 
worried about him upsetting bloody Snivellus. It doesn’t put him in a good mood. He remains 
not in a good mood for the rest of the day, as he and his friends travel back and forth from 
Remus’ old place of residence to his new. His friend’s parents lurk around, looking pleased 
but awkward, worried but relieved— and he notices how hard Moony tries not to show the 
fact he’s bothered. 


His condition has been hard on them. Moony has always felt guilty about it. Their lives have 
been changed, restricted and made difficult because of what happened to him. Opportunities 
have been lost. Money spent. It has confined them and made him their prisoner at the same 
time as he was theirs, and he doesn’t think either Moony or his parents quite know how to 
cope now their son has grown up, graduated, and is moving out. Maybe that’s why they’re 
letting his friends focus on moving him, instead of doing much to help, other than offering 
cups of tea, then ginger beer and sandwiches at lunch time, and then more cups of tea and 
some Victoria sponge mid-afternoon. 


Wormy shows up sometime when they’re done bringing the boxes, bringing with him a large 
portion of fish and chips and some lager— which, honestly, is probably the best thing for him 
to have done. Things have been tense enough without Wormy there— not that Wormy is 
usually an aggressive problem— but he does egg people on. Eggs on him and Prongs, mainly. 
It’s so easy to be appalling when it’s reflected like heroism in Wormy’s blue gaze. 


Evans and Snivellus sit pressed side by side when they all gather around, sitting on floors and 
sofa upstairs, in the mess of the living room. They share from the same packet of fish and 
chips. They share the same bottle of lager— he wonders how Moony can stand it, his 
girlfriend’s lips pressing to the same spot as Snivellus’. Prongs watches them. His stormy, 
hazel eyes are dark. There’s something there he doesn’t like to see. A hunger. Obviously he’s 
still pining for bloody Evans. 


When they go back to their room above the Leaky Cauldron that evening, James turns to him 
and says, ‘Snape looked— He looks different when he’s not in robes, doesn’t he?’ 


‘Shut up Prongs,’ he sighs, irritation bubbling beneath his skin. ‘Do you really want to be 
talking about Snivellus when I could be sucking your cock?’ 


The answer is, evidently, no. 


They spend four weeks at Hartsbridge, just him and Prongs, glorying in the summer sun, 
running naked across the lawn, swimming in the lake, frotting against each other on its banks, 


Prongs buggering him in the lakehouse, them curled up in bed together at night, him giving 
Prongs head before bed, Prongs sometimes returning the favour. 


Euphemia keeps trying to talk to him, but he dodges her. Fleamont looks on with a frown 
between his brows. Then they have to leave their little stint in paradise and move into the 
terrace house in preparation to begin Auror training in a month’s time. 


They don’t need help. Euphemia sets the army of House Elves to the task, and it’s done ina 
morning, everything put away, his possessions— which have been kept at Hartsbridge since 
he was chucked out of home— put in what he supposes is meant to be his own room. He 
ignores the unspoken message there, taunts and teases Prongs, until the other fucks him over 
their shiny mahogany dining table that night then sucks him off when, again, like always, he 
can’t come with a cock in him. 


A few days later Moony invites them around for dinner. 


They get dressed up nicely, Prongs insists they buy flowers and a good bottle of red, and then 
they Apparate around as the light is starting to fade. Everyone is in the backyard this time, 
and by everyone he is most certainly forced to include Snivellus. 


Moony is talking to an old woman he thinks is the landlady. She’s got that faded but slightly 
feral look that older werewolves get, a kind of air of disease and exhaustion, but also danger. 
She’s sitting in a garden chair, drinking a cup of tea, as they chat— every now and then either 
of them throwing some comment out at the other two, who are in their shirtsleeves, kneeling 
in the dirt. 


They’ve built raised garden beds, he sees, and have filled them with soil, and they’re now 
planting whatever can be planted in high summer. 


Evans, he realises after a moment, has cut her hair short. She’s wearing a dirt smeared t-shirt 
— and when she stands up he sees the least feminine pair of shorts he’s ever seen in his life. 
At least Snivellus looks like Snivellus— dressed in dark colours, jeans again, his only 
concession to heat and grime the fact he’s pushed his sleeves up and has his hair in that knot 
again. 


After Moony greets them— and Snivellus and Evans give them a rather less welcoming 
welcome— the two of them go and wash their hands under the garden tap, passing the soap 
between them, fingers tangling. When they’re done Evans reaches into Snivellus’ back 
pocket and pulls out a packet of cigarettes and a lighter, placing a cylinder between her lips 
and lighting up, before handing it to Snivellus. The two of them lean against the house near 
the tap and pass the cigarette between them, lips pressing over the same part of the damp 
paper— he eyes Moony, watching and waiting for his friend to react, to notice this is not how 
things are supposed to be, but Moony just smiles at them with fond affection. 


When he glances at Prongs he sees his eyes dark, fixed on the pair of them. 


Something sick lurches deep in his gut. 


When Moony, Evans— and even Snivellus— say goodbye to the landlady and lead them 
upstairs things remain— odd. Snivellus says he’s taking a shower, and Evans and Moony act 
like this is perfectly normal. When he comes out of the shower, dressed in dark trousers and a 
grey shirt, then Evans goes and showers. Then, instead of going home, Snivellus goes into 
the kitchen and helps Moony with the dinner. 


At the table Moony sits at its head, Evans next to him, Snivellus next to her, with him and 
Prongs on the other side. He finds himself opposite Snivellus— it’s hard not to watch him. 
He eats so carefully— small bites and then doesn’t finish his plate— and looks more and 
more uncomfortable as the meal wears on. He barely speaks. Moony does much of the 
talking, and Prongs, and sometimes Evans— he finds the words stick in his own throat. 


After dinner they all go into the living room to drink more wine and listen to music and chat 
— as if it’s not all awkward and awful. Moony, Evans, and Snivellus take the three-seater 
sofa, he and Prongs get stuck with the two. Evans sits between Moony and Snivellus, the two 
of them sharing another cigarette, and drinking from the same wine glass. The man barely 
speaks again, though every now and then seems to whisper something in Evans ear that 
makes her smile or laugh. Again Moony acts as if this is perfectly normal. 


By the end of the evening Moony is the only one managing to keep up the facade. Even 
Prongs has gotten quiet, quiet and intense and strange. A dark, jittery energy barely repressed 
in him, that can be felt in the tenseness of his muscles where they sit pressed together. 


Moony shows the two of them out, walking them down the wooden stairs from the landing 
outside the kitchen door to the backyard gate. There he hesitates— ‘We’ve asked Sev to 
move in with us,’ he says. 


‘What?!’ he snaps. Prongs looks speechless. 


“You should see the room he’s taken in Knockturn Alley,’ Moony says, shaking his head, ‘It’s 
not fit for human habitation. It’s not safe— people keep trying to break in. People disappear 
from that building. He’s going to get murdered if he stays.’ 


‘Then why is he living there?’ Prongs manages, voice sounding strangled. 


‘He doesn’t have enough to rent somewhere better. He was trying to hide it from us, but Lils 
found out, and—’ 


“You said you needed the second bedroom for Evans to brew in,’ he points out. Bites out. His 
head feels full. He doesn’t know what he’s thinking. 


‘He can sleep on the couch, then,’ Moony replies, blasé. ‘Don’t make a big deal of it. We’ve 
already decided.’ 


‘If— If that’s what you want,’ Prongs stutters out, sounding strangled, then opens the gate 
and jerkily steps outside. 


He doesn't bother with niceties, ‘ You’re a fucking fool,’ he snaps, then follows his best friend. 
If Moony wants to be cuckolded in his own house, that’s his problem. This is what he gets for 


letting that slimy little snake get a foothold. 


When they get home Prongs doesn’t want to be touched. He pulls away. Doesn’t want a kiss. 
Doesn’t want his cock sucked. It— He can’t sleep that night. His skin doesn’t fit right. His 
mind races. 


The next night they have a fight, he doesn’t even really know about what, but they’re both on 
edge, cranky, and soon enough criticisms are flying. It ends with him storming out, going to a 
Wizard club in London, getting drunk, waking up in bed with some girl he doesn’t even 
remember going to bed with. She’s tall and slender, with dark eyes and dark hair, and he 
hates her and hates himself, and slinks off while she’s in the shower. 


He charms himself clean. Again. Again. Again. Again— and then goes home. Prongs doesn’t 
ask him where he’s been. That’s the worst of it. It’s like he doesn’t even care. 


Something changes between them after that. He doesn’t know what it is, but it does. There’s 
something swimming under the surface, something dangerous, like a riptide. He starts 
waiting to be dragged out to sea. The hunger in him gets worse. Now it doesn’t even quieten 
at all when Prongs touches him. 


They argue, small, meaningless arguments, they pull away from each other, and when they 
fuck it’s rough and sometimes he thinks he hates Prongs. Sometimes he thinks Prongs hates 
him. When he thinks Prongs hates him it sometimes makes him want to die. 


The only relief is Auror training starts. He throws himself into it. He thrills in it— and better 
yet he shows promise. Prongs does too, of course, but he gets his own share of praise and 
attention and it feels like maybe this is a thing he can do. A person he can be. A way to make 
the hunger in him guieten. A way he can be equal to Prongs. 


A month or so later Prongs is having dinner with his mother in town, so he goes around to see 
Moony on a whim. He feels— He doesn’t know what he feels. Empty, maybe. Things still 
aren’t right between them. He feels like everything is about to fall apart. He feels like he is 
falling apart— and he wants comfort, he doesn’t want Wormy, who acts like he’s a God, 
invincible, and always encourages the worst in him. He wants something calm, something 
gentle. He wants Moony’s good sense— Neither Moony nor Evans are there, though, just 
Snivellus. ‘They ’ll be back in an hour or so,’ the man tells him, then hesitates— ‘You can 
stay if you want.’ 


He’s not sure why he says yes. For a long time they sit in silence, Snivellus watching him 
warily while pretending to read some Potions textbook, but eventually the man mutters some 
attempt at pleasantry, some question about what it’s like training to be an Auror, and he finds 
himself talking about it, how hard it is, how interesting, how rewarding. The things he’s 
learning. The talents he didn’t know he had. His worries about the war— 


And Snivellus sits there and listens, textbook put aside, attentive and interested, asking him 
relevant, intelligent questions, and he feels— real. He feels like he matters. He doesn’t feel 
like some extension of Prongs. Or like his mother’s disappointment. He feels— 


He doesn’t know what he feels. 


About an hour and a half after his arrival the sound of voices outside and footsteps on the 
stairs, the door opening, has Snivellus calling out, “Black is here!’ over Evans and Moony’s 
call of— ‘Sev, we’re back—’ 


Rushing footsteps then, the two of them bursting in the room— and then looking confused to 
find him and Snivellus sitting across from each other on the sofas, Snivellus curled up 
comfortably, wands away, no bruised faces, no fists flying. Evans and Moony are both 
obviously disconcerted for a while after that. 


‘We’re just having leftovers for dinner,’ Moony tells him eventually, after hovering around 
the lounge suite along with Evans for an uncomfortable amount of time, ‘We had roast beef 
last night. We’ve still got some cold potatoes, but I was going to make a salad— There's 
plenty, if you want to have some?’ 


He accepts, but then Snivellus offers to make the salad instead, only for Moony to insist he 
can do it, leaving the three of them alone with a wary look. Evans hovers for a moment more, 
before asking, ‘Wine? We have red or white? Or we have stout? Lager? I mean, do you want 
a drink, Black?’ 


‘Red will do,’ he replies. 
She nods, then looks at Snivellus. He nods, ‘Red.’ 


‘Ok—’ she says then, eying them both for a moment, before edging her way to the door. 
What does she think he’s going to do? Leap across the room and throttle Snivellus the 
moment she’s out of sight? He sighs. Snivellus feels wrong, even in the privacy of his own 
head, especially after the man listened to him so attentively for all that time. He can’t imagine 
using Sev though. Snape, it'll have to be Snape. 


Evans returns with two glasses of red, handing him one warily, before going over to Snape’s 
side. Instead of sitting on the sofa beside him she drops to the floor next to him, leaning on 
the sofa’s arm, and handing the glass up to him. He takes a sip and then hands it back to her 
— and by now the way they share is almost normal. 


Things are awkward. The ease he’d fallen into talking to Snape before doesn’t come back, 
not even by the time Moony returns. His friend comes into the room, a /ook on his face— 
really, he can be civilised. He hasn’t gone after Snape once, not since— not since he tried to 
feed the man to Moony. He sighs. 


Moony comes over and— 


He watches as his friend sits on the couch beside Snape, lifting the man’s feet up to do so, 
and then placing them on his lap, before casually catching the wine glass from Snape’s 
slender fingers and taking his own sip. 


He realises there is no sign of any of Snape’ things in the room, no bedding, even though he's 
supposedly sleeping on the couch. 


They chat for a bit, he knows they do, but bugger him if he can remember anything any of 
them say by the time he leaves after dinner. He finds he does not want to stick around. He’s 
got the memory of Moony’s large hands gently petting at Snape’s sock covered feet dancing 
around behind his eyes. 


No— No way. 


He wants to say something to someone. He wants to talk about it. He wants to ask Prongs— 
but James gets home late, and when he does there’s something— He doesn’t like the look on 
his friend’s face, the tenseness in his muscles. ‘What?’ he demands. 


After a long, long moment, Prongs says ‘Mama thinks I should get married—’ and then 
stands there, saying nothing more, an expectant look on his face. 


Ah. Ok. Ok. He knew it was coming. He’s fine. He’s not dying— it just feels like he’s dying. 
‘If that’s what you want,’ he eventually bites out, ‘I suppose you should start looking for a 
wife.’ 


That night he sleeps in the spare room. 


Prongs starts going out in the evening, sometimes during the day, a couple of times a week, 
going on dates with girls Euphemia has picked out for him. They still fuck the other nights. 
He never asks if Prongs fucks any of the well-bred broodmares his mother is parading in 
front of him. He continues to feel like he’s dying. The hunger in him gets worse than ever. 


He finds himself going around to Moony’s whenever he’s alone and it’s all too much. He’s 
civil to the ever suspicious Evans, and friendly to his friend, but what he really wants is 
Snape’s attention. He wants more moments like that one he had when he was talking about 
becoming an Auror— and the worst thing is Snape obliges. Snape is actually quite good to 
talk to— he’s so damn smart— but he’s not a show-off, and he /istens, and he asks serious 
questions and seems to actually be interested. 


The first time he calls Snape Snape the man’s large, dark eyes widen— and for a moment 
Snape is speechless, but then he blushes and ducks his head, and— and— 


Fuck. He kind of gets it. Once you get through the man’s defences, once you start treating 
him like a person and not a toy— 


And even then he kind of hates him— No, not hates— He envies Snape. Snape has a place. 
Snape is valued— What is he? He’s nothing. He’s given up everything. He’s surrendered so 
much and got so little in return. 


One of the weirdest moments is the Saturday he comes around at lunchtime, uninvited, as 
always, and finds the pale, sulky face of Evan Rosier waiting for him on the other side of the 
garden gate. The man’s arms are wrapped around his waist, anxious and unhappy, and when 
the other spots him he startles. 


He’s always been aware that Rosier is good looking— but he’s got that common, vu/gar kind 
of prettiness, long eyelashes over heavy lidded eyes, pink cheeks and full, overstuffed lips 


that are always a dark shade of pink, like he’s just been giving head. His pale skin is dusted 
with an overabundance of dusky beauty marks, and his dark auburn hair is thick and wavy, 
pushed back from a face that belongs on a Greek statue. 


He hasn’t heard that Rosier has become a Death Eater, but he a known associate of several of 
their peers who have become ones, so his presence here in this sanctuary makes his hair stand 
on end. 


‘Black,’ he hears Snape say, and then glances over towards the sound and— and— 
Regulus? 


That’s Regulus standing beside Snape, as if the two of them were just deep in conversation 
before his arrival. His brother looks good— Well, worried and tired, but good. Regulus is 
putting on muscle, filling out, and the way he holds himself— Regulus always used to be 
timid, used to shy back, but now he stands tall and proud, every bit the heir. 


As he’s watching Regulus leaves Snape’s side and comes over to Rosier’s, holding out his 
hand as he does, taking Rosier ’s hand, and then nodding to him. ‘Sirius,’ his brother 
acknowledges, then leaves, tugging the blushing Rosier along with him. 


Regulus and Evan Rosier? 
What? 


He stares after them for a long, long moment, before turning back to Snape. He can, he 
supposes, understand why Regulus might be here. Regulus and Snape seemed to become 
friends sometime in Sixth Year, but Rosier? But— 


Snape comes over to him and drops his voice, saying quietly, ‘Your mother is pressuring Reg 
to take the Dark Mark, as is Rosier’s father pressuring him. Neither of them want to, but they 
don’t feel like they have a lot of options— I have told Regulus he can trust you. That you'll 
help him if you can.’ 


He startles at that. Snape told Reg he can trust him? Does that mean Snape trusts him? He— 
He doesn’t know how he feel about that. 


He wants to reach out to Regulus though. He wrote him off when he abandoned the Family, 
when he was discarded, he decided he was just like their mother, a monster, Dark and 
irretrievable— but if Regulus wants out— Later, when he gets home and finds Prongs still 
out with the bitch of the week, he writes to Regulus. Regulus writes back. It’s not like they 
reconnect, as they were never really close, but instead they connect for the first time. Regulus 
tells him about Rosier, about falling in love unexpectedly, about how afraid he is of what will 
happen to them both. He doesn’t tell Regulus about him and Prongs. Instead he focusses on 
making plans to extract Regulus and his lover, to get them away from Voldemort and the 
Dark influence of Family. When he was disowned their mother bestowed inalienable powers 
and titles on Regulus in response that might be useful now. 


It's— something— He is not— he admits that he is not happy— but he is something. He is a 
little better. He may not have more than James’ body, but he has Auror training, he has 
Moony, he has Snape, and he has his brother. The hunger is there but it no longer feels like it 
is eating him alive. 


Then, one night, when Prongs is supposed to off on a date with the newest candidate, and he 
has spent the evening at Moony’s with the three of them and Regulus and Rosier, all of them 
discussing the war and its ramifications, the danger ones they know are in, the unfairness of 
the Wizarding world, the few options for anyone society deems too Dark. Be they just from 
Dark Families, or creatures such as werewolves— he comes back to find Prongs home before 
him for once. 


‘Where were you?’ his friend demands, standing in the hall of their— no, James’ home. The 
home he is nothing but an interloper in. ‘Who were you with? Who are you fucking? Are you 
going to move in with her? Or is it a him?’ 


‘I was at Moony’s!’ he objects, only for Prongs to scoff at him, to look at him like he’s not 
him, like he’s some stupid, dirty, childish thing. 


“Yeah, I’m sure,’ Prongs laughs, ‘You’re never home— don’t think I haven’t noticed you’re 
never home— and you’re always owling someone. I should have known I wasn’t enough. I 
can’t even make you come on my cock. Have you found someone to fuck you right? Is that it? 
You’ve always been such a tart, Pads. A dirty little slag. Why did I let myself think you’d be 
faithful? You were never faithful to any of your girlfriends.’ 


And the worst thing is he can’t even argue, not really, not when he ended up in bed with that 
girl that time. Still, he has his pride— and it’s not like James has been faithful either. ‘What 
about you and all those well-bred girls you go out with?! Huh? I’m supposed to think you’ re, 
what, not fucking them?’ 


‘They’re dates,’ James bites out, ‘I am looking for a wife, not another fucking kept creature.’ 


‘Is that what you think I am, huh?’ He demands, voice shrill with hurt. ‘A fucking creature? 
A kept whore? Well fuck you, James! You’re right, I was never going to be good enough! ’'m 
not bloody Evans! ’'m not some high and mighty redhead that fucking hates you!’ 


‘Leave her out of it—’ is what Prongs says, not some apology, not some insistence that he’s 
wrong. 


“Yeah—’ he breathes. Everything in him welling up. He’s going to explode. He’s really going 
to die. He’s— He needs to get out of here. He needs— He needs to go to Moony ’s. He— 
“Yeah. Fuck you, James. Fuck you. Fuck this— Waste of my— waste of my fucking time—’ 


That does get James reaching for him, that does get his name, his real name, not Padfoot, 
slipping free from those— those beloved lips, but he— he just can t. He turns around the way 
he came, walks out the door, hurries down the stairs, even as James calls for him, and 
Apparates. 


He staggers in the garden gate, totters past Ms Askins, who is sitting in her garden chair, and 
watches him pass with rheumy golden eyes, and then pulls himself up the stairs to his friend’s 
flat. Every step feels like an impossibility. He has no idea how he manages it, how he keeps 
going, he feels like he’s disintegrating— His face is wet. It itches. He can barely see through 
the tears flowing out— 


He staggers onto the landing, up to the door, glancing in the kitchen widow, the one above the 
sink, desperate to see a friendly face— Oh. Oh. 


He knew it. 


Moony has Snape backed up against one of the counters, in fact on one of the counters, shirt 
open to the waist so that his friend can press ardent kisses against that long, slender throat. 
Snape’s fingers, his beautiful, elegant hands, are tangled in Moony’s brown hair, holding his 
mouth in place. Those long, long legs are wrapped around Moony’s waist as the other grinds 
his hips against Snape. 


Before he has a chance to wonder where Evans is— because she has to know, she has to be 
part of this, she has to be the instigator of this— she wanders into the room in just her jeans, 
chest bare, small tits with their pink, perfect nipples standing proud of her chest. Her green 
eyes are dark. There’s a dirty grin on her pink mouth— until it drops, her face drops, her face 
— She's looking at him. She’s seen him. 


‘Black?’ she calls out, which makes Moony and Snape detach from each other, scrabbling 
back to turn to face him. 


He doesn’t know what he looks like, but it can’t be good, because her face drops into 
concern, and she’s out the door before Snape’s feet are on the tiles, her chest still bare, her 
face worried. Moony and Snape scurry after, all dishevelled, not even stopping to righten 
themselves in their rush to get to his side. 


‘Black, what's happened? What's wrong?’ Evans asks, reaching for him— and he falls apart. 
He just— he falls apart. 
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